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PROSPECT  AND  RETROSPECT

late summer morning in 1940 I am looking from a
window that is among the topmost on the only hill of
Western London. It was said of some Victorian philosopher
that his eminence was due to the flatness of the surrounding
country ; and so it is with this local height of ours, crowned
by a reservoir and a water-tower in whose majestic Italianate
shadow I have lived for more than twenty years. The inn
on the crest of the hill, " The Windsor Castle ", is so named
because, until the embankment of the waterworks, the castle
twenty miles away in the Thames valley could be seen from
its upper floor. The wooded gardens of retiring mansions
cover a part of our slopes ; and rows of less pretending but
well-situated homes are occupied by rows of judges, lawyers,
novelists and painters. Two main roads run westward out
of London on either side of us, and their users scarcely know
that we are here.
Much of London city is included in the prospect from
the hill to-day. The true heights of Hampstead and High-
gate, with their churches, close the horizon to the north;.